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Yet do not fuddenIy,for it may greeve him. 

Sal. A kinder Gentleman treades not the earth, 

I faw Baffanio and aAtnthonio part, 

'B.ijfamo told him he would make Tome ipeed 
Ol his returne : he anfwcrcd,do not fo, 

Slumber not bufineffefor my lake Bajfianio, 

But ftay the very riping of the time, 

And for the Iewes bond which he hath of me, 

Let it nor enter in your minde of love : 

Be merry,and impioy yourchiefeft thoughts 
1 o Ccurtfhip 3 and fuch fairc oftents of love 
As fhall conveniently become you there, 

And even there his eye being big with tcares. 

Turning his face,he put his hand behind him. 

And with afle&ion wondrous fenfible 
He wrung Bajfamo’s hand, and fo they parted. 

Sal, I thinke he onely loves the world for him, 

I pray thee let us go and find him out, 

Ami quicken his embraced heavinefie 
W ith fome delight or other. 

Sal. Do we fo. Exeunt, 

Enter N errifi t and a Servitor. 

Quick, quick I pray thee, draw the curtain ftrair, 
The Prince of Arragon hathtane his oath. 

And comes to his cledion prefently. 

Enter Arragon, his traine and Tortia. 

Bor. Behold, there ftand the Caskets noble Prince, 

If you choofe that wherein I am containd. 

Straight fhall our nuptiall rights be folcmniz’d % 

But if you faile, without more fpeech my Lord 
You muft be gone from hence immediately . 

Arra. I am enioynd by oath to obferve three things, 
Firft, never to unfold to any one 
Which Casket t was I chofe ; next,if I faile 
Of the right Casket, never in my life 
JT o wooea maide in w 3 y of marriage •• 
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the CM er chant of Venice. 

Lastly, if I do faile in fortune of my choyfe. 

Immediately to leave you,and be gone. 

Tor. To thele injunttions every omfdoth fweare 
That comes to hazard for my worthleffc felfe. 

tArr. And fo have I addreft mc;fortune now 
To my hearts hope : gold,filver,and bafe lead. 

Who choofieth me,mufigive and hazard all he hath. 

Yon fhall looke fairer ere I give or hazard. 

What fayes the golden chef! , ha, let me fee, 

Who choofeth me,fhaUgaine what many men define, 

What many men defire, that many may be meant 
By the foole multitude that choofe by fhow. 

Not learning more then the fond eye doth teach, 
Which pries not to th’inheritour,but like the Martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 

Even in the force and rode of calualty. 

1 will not choofe what many. men defire, 

Becaufe I will not jumpc with common fpirits. 

And ranke me with the Barbarous multitudes. 

W hy then to thee thou filver treafure houfc, 

Tell me once more what title thou doeft beare ; 

Who choofieth me [hall get at much at he defierves t 
And well faid to ; for who fhall go abouc 
To couzen Foruiae^nd be honourable, 

Without the ftamp ofmerit,let none prefumc 
To wcare an undeserved dignity : 

0 that efiates, degrees, and offices. 

Were not deriv’d corruptly, and that cleare honour 
Wercpurchaft by the merit of the wearer. 

How many then fhould cover that ftand bare ? 

How many be commanded that command ? 

How much low peafantry would then be gleaned 
From the true f ed of honour ? and how much honour 
Pickt from the chaffe and ruine of the times. 

To be new varnifht ; well, but to my choyfe. 

Who choofieth me [hall get at much at he defierves, 

1 will afliime delert ; give me a key for this, 

And inftantiy unlock c my fortunes heere. 
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